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POETS Addreſs 
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JAMESIL 
Surnamed the Juſt 
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Sepe tener noftris ab ovilibus imbuet agnns. Virg, 


With thoſe they from the Stage fo pertly jear 3 
They'll Whore, Drink, Lie, Quarrel perhaps & Swear : 
Satl truths we own, unhappy Men, who muſt, 


OETS in Vice challenge an equal ſhare : 


If to our Laws and: Calling we'd be juſt; 

Like the bold Man, who wen. himſelf and ſaw 

& Battle's bloody Scene, to learn to draw : | 
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For nothing takes, as Canting Twbſters Teach, 


More than when Men their own Experience Preach. 


Wou'd POETS Edifie by what they Write ; 
They muſt Intrigue by Day, and Drink by Night, 
Wou'd they firike home, and have their Satyr bite. 
Yet fa this Roll of pure convetient Crimes, 

Which learn us how with Art to laſh the Times. 
(Record the Fad ro our Immortal Fame; ) 
Rebellion ne'er did ſtain the Muſes Name : 
Charafer-Settle, if you pleaſe to bate, 

Who, Tudas-like, Repented when too late. 
Beaiuftdut and Fletcher { that exalted pair ) 

Once, with their Mffe went. flown to take the Aqr ; 
Beneath a Hedge, clolc by " Road, they lay , 
Moulding the Frgure of an unborn Play. 

At winding ug- of the well-lahour'd Scene, 


- oo wasREPIVY, che Kitty miſt die-;-bur then, 


About the How and Where, Debates aroſe : 

A Country Fellow over-hearing this 

( As every Subje& bound in duty is ) 

Had 'em ſecur'd, and up to Town he Spurr'd, 
and {wore the ſame before the Council-Board. 


» ye and Poiten; Plots againſt the King, 


re aWthe Kingdom, Toung;.and Courbdoes ting../ 


Warp the boyd kntriguer} both are:brought ; 
Bold; B&H priitly noer-5n Dream or/F mn 
Our Country Wage, i from Arguments of Senſe, // 

His dreadiul "Afr bare do&'tominence : i / hg q 9 
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from each Tittle ſtrive themſelves to purge. 
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In ſhort, the thing was ſcan'd, and furniſh'd ſport. . 

For the whole Kingdom, Country, Town and Court. 

Upon the Stage fitly thelce things appear 3 

Killing no Murder, is fate Doctrine there : | 
Wou'd our State-Poets us'd but halt the care. 

The Monarch, who but now for pity calls, 

Is Stabb'd or ſo; ſtay till the Curtain Falls, 

Behind the Scenes we ſtrait reverſe his doom ; 

You'll ſee him fooling in the Tyring-Roow. 

Thele are the harmleſs ways that Poets take, 

We but preſent thoſe Tales that others make; 

Our Faith and Ducy's pure without allay 3 

As our Apollo, we our Kings obey 3 > a | 
To both Implicit Homage always pay. 

When the God moves, we f{eldom- reaſoning Rand, ny 


But fearleſs march where'er he docs command. | 
And thus we treat all Mortal Majeſty, - - , «4 
And never put» the faucy Queſtion, Why ? 


We know, went into wilful Baniſhment. 


"The Muſe to ſuffer with the Crown, content, [ 


Gwley, that living and embodied Mufe,” ©- © 

Fore proſperons Vice, unhappy Vertue choſe, 

In Foreign Air he ſigh'd, and did complain, 

And follow'd ftill the Royal Exil'd Fram, 

Where beautcous Seine divides its noble way ; 

Twas there the Melancholy Cowley lay : 

Upon thoſe banks the inſpired Mortal ſlept; 

uy when he thought of Sion's woes, he wept. 
negletted on a Willow h 
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Nay, till bleſt Years brotſght Ceſar home again, 
Dryden to purpoſe never drew his Pen : 

He, happy Favourite of the Tunetul Nine, 

Came with an carly offering to your ſhrine, 
Embalm'd in deathleſs Verſe the Monarch's Name : 
Verſe, which ſhall keep it freſh, in Yourhful prime, 
When Rxftat's ſacred gift muſt yield to time. 

Thus we, the humbler Fry, our mite, have brought, 
By him at once duty and numbers taught. 

Our Lives What's that ? and our Eſtates are lets : 
When Water-Mzn and Poets e'er addreſs, 

| Not the leaſt word of Fortunes they expres. 
_ Thus nigh, dread Sir, accept. 

| | Poets are Seers; in Fates Dark Journal skill'd, 
We find each Page with glorious Actions fill 'd : 
Till unfledg'd Years bring on. the happy Date, 


LO YYV IneS 


Pens on Vietorious Sword ſhall waits 
your . 
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LONDON, Printeg for Luke Meredith, at the King's He 
at the Weſt End of St. Paxl's Church-Tard, 1685. 
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